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STRAIGHT TALK [' ROOSEVELT should be 
ABOUT DQ@UGLAS. nominated by the Re- 

publican. Convention, the 
not unnatural object of the Democrats will be to 
nominate someone who can beat him, but the 
Democrats can scarcely hope to beat Roose- 
velt at his own game. There is but one 
Roosevelt in this country, and that is 
Theodore. A Democratic Roosevelt, run: 
ning against the Oyster Bay article, would 
have about the same show that a phonograph 
would have in a contest with a 
brass band. The Democrats, 
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in preference to a split could prevent William L. 
Douglas from carrying the gubernatorial election 
for the Democrats by a record plurality of 
35,955. Douglas was not running against 
Roosevelt for the Presidency, but he proved 
his mettle and his value to his party as a can- 
didate beyond the shadow of doubt. Of all 
the men who now are mentioned as possible 
nominees of the Democratic Convention not 
one, no matter how many delegates he may have 
pledged to him, can point to a better record of 
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practical achievement than Governor Douglas. 
Any one of them might make a good showing 
against Roosevelt. Douglas Aas made a good 
showing against him. And the tariff-reform 
issue, which Douglas championed and Roose- 
velt dodged, is bigger and more vitally alive 
than it was in 1904. In Douglas, 
moreover, the Democratic Party has “an 
American business man.” He is not a lawyer 
like Harmon, not a professional politician iike 
Clark, not a college professor like Wilson, but 
that which thousands of voters, 
irrespective of party ties, are 
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however, have the upper hand 
ona political issue which Roose- 
velt has invariably dodged: 
namely, the tariff; and _ if 
they will concentrate on that 
issue, with a platform of some- 
thing besides piffle and poppy- 
cock, and a candidate who ‘is 
neither a radical extremist nor 
a reactionary, they will appeal, 
we believe, to more. voters 
than if they cry “Me, too,” 
to the Republican platform, 
and set for their candidate 
the hapless task of playing 
second fiddle to Roosevelt. 
As this paper has pointed out, 
a good Democrat to beat 
Roosevelt is a man who has 
beaten Roosevelt. No Demo- 
crat has ever won out against 
Roosevelt in a national elec- 
tion, but in 1904, when Parker 
was politically buried, the force 
of Roosevelt's personality was 
insufficient to keep Massachu- 
setts from electing in impressive 
style a Democratic governor, 
and, what is much to the point 
at the present time, electing 
him on a tariff-reform platform. 
Roosevelt carried Massachu- 
setts against Parker by 92,076, 
but neither Roosevelt’s mag- 
netism nor the -tendency of 
men to vote a straight ticket 
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THE POLITICAL CASCARET. 
It WORKED WHILE WILLIAM SLEPT. 
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everlastingly asking for in the, 
highest executive office: 
namely, a business man in the 
genuine sense of the word. 
There are plenty of fake’ busi- 
ness men in the political arena, 
but for the most~part they are 


but. stool-pigeons for “Wall 
Street” and reactionary in- 
terests. William L. Douglas, 


a real business man, with an 
understanding of business 
men’s problems, and at the 
same time an aggressive belief 
in tariff revision downward, 
would make as formidable a 
candidate in the nation as he 
y proved himself to be in one of 
y the greatest of States. 


ba 


[Jf THE Republican Convention 
should resolve itself into a 
deadlock, and a compromise 
candidate be necessary, there is 
one man available of whom 
even Roosevelt could approve. 
, That man is Bryan. Most of 
Roosevelt’s “progressive poli- 
cies” were advocated first by the 
other Colonel, and inasmuch as 
party lines mean nothing nowa- 
days, the nomination of Bryan 
by a Republican Convention 
would be a graceful acknowl- 
edgment of indebtedness. 














THE DEACON’S QUANDARY. 


HE preacher useter teil us, when we went ter Sunday-school, 

The man thet worked fer Mammon wuz a sinner an’ a fool 
His rule fer keepin’ happy—an’ he giv it ter us flat— 
Wuz ter make an honest livin’, an’ be satisfied at that. 

An’ Mary, when I married her, believin’ jest like me, 

She never cared fer fashions an’ wuz happy ez could be. 

We saved a smart o’ money, an’ she had her Jersey caow— 

But the fly is in the ’lasses, fer 

She wants an auto naow! 


Dunno how it happened, ‘less the summer boarders’ gab 
‘Bout thur friends with auto-mubbiles started Mary keepin’ tab. 
Nary one o’ them had money, an’ ’t wuz mighty few had sense, 
But the dayton set ’em jokin’ when I’d hitch it ter the fence. 
Then a feller took her ridin’ daown ter Potter’s Ford one day, 
An’ the way that auto scooted plumb nigh scairt my wits away. 
Off she writ then for some cattylogs, an’ figgered why an’ haow— 
An’ I’m pestered almost crazy, fer * 

She wants an auto naow! 


We hev allers been contented; never had no bills ter dodge ; 
She ’s the Matron of her Chapter, and I’m Master of the Lodge. 
While we hain’t been given children, an’ we often wished we had, 
Yet perhaps it’s saved us sorrow, fer so many turn out bad. 
I’m a deacon in the Baptist church, she plays the organ thar, 
An’ it seldom comes a meetin’ but I’m called ter lead in pra'r. 
Thirty year we 've lived in quiet, an’ hev never had a raow; 
-But there ’s surely one a-comin’, fer 

She wants an auto naow! 


Jest the other night she figgered we could sell the team o’ bays— 
Them that kerried off the ribbon to the County Fair at Grays !— 
An’ the egg-an’-butter money made it reckon up jest right 
Fer a small-sized auto-mubbile. .. . . Purty near we hada fight! 
Ef | want to keep her quiet, 1 must buy the durn machine ;— 
An’ I hate to sell her hosses fer some stinkin’ gasolene— 
An’ ef I refuse ter git it, thar will allers be a raow. . . 
Oh, thar hain’t no joy in livin’, fer 

She wants an auto naow! 

Herman Da Costa. 








There must be millions of them! 
. RESTAURANT PROPRIETOR.— Sorry, sir, but I can’t. 





HE HAD N’T THE HEART TO DO IT. 


Groucuy Patron.—Goodness, man! Why don’t you rid this place of flies? 
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THE LATEST THING IN FRENCH DUELS. 


THE DECLINE OF FREAKS. 


NDER the auspices of a certain “ Prof. Woodson of Michigan” (may 


summer. 


he not be a mythical personage!) there will be a 
national Congress of Living Physical Abnormalities” in Berlin this 
The object of the Congress is stated 

to be, not the exhibition of freaks for the 
curious public, but a conference on ways 
and means of elevating the standard of 
the profession. 


“< First Inter- 





Human pincushions, 


MAN 
dog-faced boys, half-men-half-snakes, | cairn. RPA 


bearded ladies, Siamese twins, glass- 
eaters, living skeletons, and champion 
Jat women will gather from all parts 
of the somewhat-civilized world. 

Why can't they hold this notable con- 
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Kind of a sentiment. you 


see. The money that gave me my start here came as a prize in a contest in which I 


swatted 3,646 more flies than my nearest competitor! 








abroad to see anything 


rt D 


a a 





vention in our country? 
Why is it we have to go 


worth while? A congress 
like this would be some- 
thing to remember the rest 
of one’s life. Ta be sure, 
we have a Congress of freaks 
of our very own; but they are 

mental abnormalities, not physical, and rather uninterest- 
ing, when all's said. . We'd like to see Jo-Jo, with the 
canine countenance, mounted on the rostrum, discussing the 
rising cost of living among freaks, and exfoliating a plan 
by which the freaks of the museum world get together for 
a minimum scale. That would be something worth while. 
We'd like to see the fat lady growing rhetorical about 
putting a suffrage plank in the freak platform. 

It is very good to know that the freaks are alive and 
doing business, and that business in the regular freak line 
ts looking up. Prof. Hutcheson, that good old man who 
lectured for so many years at Austin and Stone's Museum 
in Boston, where all the freaks worth knowing have been 
seen—good old man, he won't be there. He is in another 
land than this, where freaks may be either more or 
less freakish. Prof. Hutcheson, in a pessimistic mood, once 
said that the freak business was on the bum. Those were 
his words. He added that “not a new freak had been seen 
in the last twenty years.” Alas, the professor was not 
spared until this our election year, He might have 





changed his mind. 
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. life which is an open book reminds us chiefly that an 
open book is not a handy thing to carry around. 























Ow | know, and you know, 
That Venus nor Juno 


Could hope to outvie this American maid. 


’T would rather embarrass 
A present-day Paris 


To pick out her loveliest type, I'm afraid. 


I fancy ’t would worry 
. Miss Venus to hurry 


Around in the morning and set her room straight, 
- Then comb out her tresses 


And smooth out her dresses 


And get to her work at a quarter-to-eight. 


To stand there all smiling, 
Neat-looking, beguiling, 


All day while receiving harsh words not a few; 


Then dressing, not wasting 
A second, and hasting 


To where Charley ’s waiting with tickets for two. 


She may be quite slangy 
And rather'slam-bangy, 


Flirtatious, and eager for every new frill; 


’ But where is the station 
In all this broad nation 


That, given some training, she cannot well fill? 


Her grammar is sloppy, 
Her style a cheap copy 
Of Avenue models and modes of the stage ; 
But, though you may flout her 
* And gossip about her, 
She 's more of a credit than some to the age. 
Walter G. Doty. 





THE EAGLE SCREAMS. 


ERE is no possible doubt that San 
Diego, Cal., is the most patriotic city 





in the United States. ‘I'hat fact 
was demonstrated when Dr. Ben 


man, the anarchist, was run out of 
the city, tarred and feathered, forced 
to kneel and kiss the American flag, and branded 
on the back with the letters “I. W.W.” Whether 
this rigorous treatment has made a better man 
and citizen of Doctor Ben, one cannot say; but 
that it enhanced the glory of the pure citizenry 
of San Diego and their osculated banner of 
freedom is not to be doubted. 
The incident was one calculated to stir the 
national blood. It was beautifully staged. Two 
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Reitman, manager for Emma Gold- - 
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hundred upright male souls, members of the 
“ Citizens’ Committee,” bearing flags and sing- 
ing “The Star-Spangled Banner,” marched to 
the hotel where the two degraded revolution- 
aries were stopping, and proceeded to rescue the 
municipality from the impending doom of 
Anarchy. Doctor Ben struggled fiercely; in 
vain, however, for what is one villain against a 
score of sturdy patriots? Why, if there had 
been two Ben Reitmans, or even two Ben Reit- 
mans and a boy, the result would have been the 
same. We dare say that any twelve San Diego 
men would bea physical match even for Emma 
Goldman herself. so strong are they in their 
righteousness and the consciousness that Truth 
and Liberty shall prevail. 

The basic principle of anarchy, we skill, is 
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sometimes looks as if there were always a silken lining betwixt some people 
and the seamy side of life. 








individual action, paramount to any State-made 
law. Coarse commentators might .hint that 
the lesson taught by the immaculate Citizens’ 
Committee loses something of its force from 
the fact that the assault upon the person of 
Doctor Ben was a little extra-legal; but who 
are we to sit in judgment when homes are pro- 
tected, the common weal defended, and hearth- 
stones saved from ruin? 

Henceforth let knaves know this: that in 
San Diego speech is free—if you have the 
kind of speech acceptable in San Diego; and 
that the Citizens’ Committee will safeguard 
human rights, even if they have to kill some- 
body in doing it; and that the Eagle shall 
scream on the Coast even if it gets laryngitis 


in the act. Freeman Tilden. 
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SOME SCRUPLES LEFT. 


His KinsMAN.—So you uns are goin’ into the next State where the 


law can’t touch yer, hey? 


THE OuTLaw.— Yep! But understand, we ain’t goin’ t’ incorporate 


over there. We ain’t ¢hat crooked! 


HIS WATERLOO. 


£ would face without a flicker 





He would sit and lick up liquor 
With a colonel from the South. 


He was never known to falter, 
Even on the witness-stand ; 

Fate itself could hardly alter 
Anything he took in hand. 


When they made him gush and drivel E’en the sudden auto-siren 


In a garbled interview, Could n’t feeze him or appall, 
He just smiled and acted civil And we thought him made of iron 
Without threat to kill or sue. With no weaknesses at all. 


But, alas! his end was simple — 

Weep your hardest for the brave! — 
For one tiny, twinkling dimple 

Made him run around ard rave! 


Walter G. Doty. 
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PROGRESS. 


MAN, far out on thelimb of a tree, busied himself sawing off the limb. 
“The tree,” he explained to the onluokers, “is the past, and the 


” 


limb is progress 


“ Precisely!” rejoined the onlookers. “And you?” 

“1? Why I, of course, am a progressive!” the man declared. 

Now the onlookers, in their minds, described him by a shorter and 
an uglier word, but they were too courteous to speak it out. 
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The destructive cannon’s mouth; 





BRAG. 
A PITIFUL fizzle a man makes of it when he tries to play with 


children, and particularly with boys. They are sincere young 

pagans, working off surplus vitality at the top of their voices. He 
is, nine times out of ten, a self-conscious, thin-blooded intruder, whose very 
presence smacks of superiority and tolerance. He lets it be known that he 
Jeels himself young again, experiences a 
surging irresponsibility with the coming 
of Spring; so out he trots to a ball- 
field where the youngsters are play- 
ing scrub or knocking up flies in 
the perfect good faith of savages 
—and succeeds in planting on 
that scene of honest riot a re- 
Spectability that breaks up the 
game and sends the boys home to 
supper wondering why they have 
not had as much fun as usual. 

Our gentleman has worked 

up, say, in the course of two 
hours, from second assistant left- 
fielder to catcher, when that 
deadly dullness falls upon the 
sport that can come only from 
the presence of a grown person 
ora group of girls of the family 
of the boy who owns the bat and ball. 
The boy on first base begins to snap marbles; the pitcher fools with the 
ball and then tosses it whimsically over the fence, to the delight of the rest 
of the gang when the complacent gentleman must needs pursue it; and from 
that time the game is a wretched farce and, from the standpoint of healthy 
youth, positively immoral. 

Thereupon, by sudden consent, the game ceases, and our gentleman 
deplores his dirty hands, goes home with a virtuous air, and tells about 
it at the evening meal, dwelling particularly upon any point which would 
tend to show that he was very thick with the lads; that they accepted 
him as one of themselves. “It makes me feel like a boy again!” he ex- 
claims. Then he rubs his legs reflectively, and adds: “ Have we got any 
witch-hazel in the house?” 
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A REFLECTION. 


- - Is a curious thing in public life,” said Wiggins, as he laid his news- 
paper on the table, “that a windy, loud-mouthed impostor often 
succeeds, while men of great merit are passed over.” 
“Not at all,” replied Bobley. “It’s the most natural thing in the 
world to put the blower before the grate.” 








THE AFFINITIES. 


Mr. FisH.— They seem to be very happy together. They say they 
are twin soles. ° 


Mrs. FisH.— Twin soles, indeed! Why, anyone can see that they 
are nothing but a pair of common silly flounders! 
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* Pardon me, 
no! You are 
not aware, I 
presume, that 
what you offer 
me is chiefi 
lucose, paraf- 
my and coal- 
tar dye!" 








“Pop, there 
isn’t any ben- 
zoate of soda in 
that, is there?"’ 
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He organizes a ‘Poison 
Squad” among his friends, 













His first 
ot Christ- 
to sterilize my mas, 

comforter. I 
dropped it in 
the mud.’ 


“Hurry home, 
Nursie! I want 
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LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON. 


EARLY CHAPTERS IN THE LIFE OF DR. WILEY’S BABY. 
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ga husband had waited an hour, he thought, 

For his wife to prepare for the show ; 

The carriage was waiting, the tickeis were bought, 
But the wife was not ready to go. 

He begged and implored that she hurry and dress; 
It was getting so late. But, alas! 

She quietly turned, with her vain consciousness, 

Just to look at herself in the glass. 














\ The husband then patiently buckled her 
shoes 
And hooked up her dress in the back, 
And hurried about, with no moment to lose, 
To bring in her cloak from the rack. 
Then he urged her to hurry and put on her clothes 
Before all the evening should pass; 
But she turned once again, just to powder her nose, 
And to look at herself in the glass. 



















She was finally dressed and ’most ready to go; 
Her hair was all carefully banged; 

Her waist was now hooked and her skirts did n’t show, 
For all had been properly hanged. 

Then she painted the last touch of rouge on her lips; 
And he thought that was all. But, alas! 

She powdered her nose and then pushed down her hips, 
As she looked at herself in the glass. 


, “= sin 
of \\ ’ \ 
j “ae \\\ 
. i 





Va 


| . 


mC C Bay? // ANYWAY ? Uf | i; 
A \ rt / N\ | \ lf) , 


‘me, » =a | Wh \\ | I) 
dk ; cca 
: Y Be | |i ll cA 
Ip 


But now, as he thought, she was ready at last: 
She had donned her entire array; 

The toilet was made and the mirror was passed, 
And no chance for a further delay. 

But she turned once again, just to touch up her lips, 
And to powder her nose with one pass, 

And to straighten her hat, and to push down her hips, 





































And to look at herself in the glass. John L. Hobble. 
FIRED! He found old man Tullto bea fine, kind-hearted REMARKABLE. 
E was fired. Hesatdownand groaned gentleman, who offered him $25 a week— geri to is a remarkable man and the 
and all the world was blue. more than he had ever earned in his life. And best hod-carrier in the world. 
It was only too true—he had n’t _ lo! the young man had learned that it is generally GiLtis.—No great glory in that. 
made good. Two long years of hard good fortune to be fired. D. C. Shafer. WiLLIs.—Ah, but he has never written a 
work —only to be fired at last! magazine article on hod-carry- 


ing, nor delivered a Chau 
tauqua lecture on hod- 
carrying, nor even 
done a hod-carrying 
act in vaudeville. 


He would .miss that $10 
a week—yes, indeed, he 
would sorely miss it. 

Also he must hunt. up 
another job. How he hated 
to go to J. C. Tull & Com- 
pany, his old firm’s hated 
rival. He knew that re 
old man Tull was fe | 
a scheming, grind- _) i ( 
ing beast, who 
bled his employees 5S 
in the last cent— < 
for his old boss had 
repeatedly said so. 






SAME DOPE. 


pss rANYT Ept- 
TOR. What 


kind of shot shall we 

hand the nominee of 
the opposite party? 

Epitor. — Just 

the same as we 


it was handed the oppo- 

And yet, it was a Op 

Tull—or starve. sition nominee of 

The next day he was ONCE UPON A TIME our own party be- 

hungry and he applied for fore the nomination; 
a job to Tull & Company. WERE THERE STYLES IN CROWNS AS THERE ARE IN DerRBIES Now? only change the names, 
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THE SICK PREGP 


THE CONFUSION OF 1 
SAD FINISH OF THE REPUBLICAN 
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On With the Summer Sbow. 
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” wo LITTLE BripEs”’ is not unlike a thousand other p 
label that are offered annually for our iuspection. 


success for a musical comedy has been put into “ ‘T'wo Little Brides * —chorus-girls, 
comedians, and musical numbers—with only half-way results just because the producers 
neglected one little detail—the book. With a half-way decent book * ‘I'wo Little Brides " 


would be a bang-up good show. 


Not that James T. Powers's latest starring vehicle is a bad show by any means. Gustave 





‘0 ‘copper’? a man’s advice means to do just 
“ the opposite, ‘To **copper’’ an order, say, to 
buy a hundred Steel a broker goes ahead and buys 
the stock for your account, on then sells an equal 
amount for hisowttg@¢count. He bets, 
in other words, that ‘you ’re wrong. 

It isn't good form to ‘‘ copper” 
orders—at least, not too freely—but there are some 
houses that do a good deal of it. A while ago, in 
fact, one firm made the experiment of ‘* coppering”’ 
every order given it during a certain length of time. 
‘The net result of thus betting against the composite 
judgment ofits customers was that the house made 
several théusand dollars. 


EvERY broker's. office has its own particular 
“pest.” In aneoffice it will be a man crazy on the 
subject of charta, or who pretends to read the move- 
ment of the market from the * highs’’ and '' lows" 
made oy the tape. /n another it will 

Po» pai, «= be @ ‘Wall Street farmer,” some 
chap who has never been west of 

Hoboken or south of Coney Island, but who knows 
all about the crops—jpst what condjtions are in 
this section and that, just where the boll-weevil 


Coppering 
for Profit 





jeces with the “‘summer-show”’ 
Everything that should spell 
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“ 


Kerker has written a lot of whistling tunes; the best of them are * Love Comes a-Knock- 
ing” and * Sometime, Somewhere,” which bother your head for days afterward. Jimmie 
Powers—we absolutely draw the line at the “ James T.""—has a pretty slim 7d/e. but manages 
to be funny in spite of things. Leila Hughes and Anna Wheaton play the little brides 
acceptably. Walter Lawrence sings well, and Flavia Arcaro plays a Corsican lady with an 


Irish brogue. After some of the sad things in the musicai-show line handed out to us last 





and red-rust and Hessian-fly and the rest of them 
are doing business. He wouldn’t know a boll- 
weevil or a Hessian-fly if one bit him, but he can 
tell you just how much corn they are going to raise 
in Kansas this season, and just how much short the 
South Dakota hard-wheat crop is going to be. 
Everything agricultural is right in his line. 

Three or four customers of one of the big houses 
which has a pest whose specialty is ‘‘ bugs” 
resolved not long ago to get revenge. ‘To this end 
they imported a real agriculturist from the truck- 
fields of Long Island—an unkempt, shaggy fellow 
literally exuding the atmosphere of the soil. After 
coaching him up properly they had him come into 
the office one morning just when the pest was 
holding forth in a: particularly offensive manner. 
‘*Ves, gentlemen,’’ he was saying, ‘‘ the short side 
is the only side of ‘hat stock to be on. By the time 
the Hes8ian-fly gets through there won't be a 
bushel of wheat left for the railroad to carry.’’ 

The stranger shifted in his seat. ‘‘ What is the 
Hessian-fly ?’’ he asked. 

The pest looked him over. ‘‘The Hessian-fly? 
Oh, just a sort of a bug. Eats corn.” 

Thought it was a wheat-bug. Anything like 
the umbazoozalum?’’ 

The Wall Street farmer was puzzled. Clearly 
this man was an agriculturist, and. clearly he must 
know. The office was waiting for him to niake an 
answer: He must take a chance. ‘‘Something like 
it,” he ventured, ‘‘only thinner.” 

‘“Thinner?’’ echoed the son of the soil. ‘I 
thonght the umbazoozalum was the thinnest bug in 

_the world. This thing you're talking about must 
bea good deallike the grumpungo. Ever see any?”’ 

‘*Never,”’ admitted the now fairly-worried Wall 
Street farmer. 

‘‘What!’’ cried the man from Canarsie. ‘‘ Why, 
they're all over the West this year. How long 
since you’ve been out our way? Not ina couple 
of veatrs? Well, let me tell you, my friend, you've 
got things to learn. The grumpungo and the um- 


winter “ Two Little Brides " looks pretty good. 


W. E. Hill. 


bazoozalum are the whole thing this season. Don’t 
see how you can make an estimate on the crops 
without taking /hem into account. As far as the 
boll-weevil, we have n't seen any of those 

But there was no need for more. The pest had 
slipped out the back way. The rout was complete. 
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OBERT FLEMING of London is regarded as one 
of the shrewdest judges of American securities in 
Europe. Millions of foreign capital are each year 
invested in this country under his direct supervision. 
Not long ago the London represen- 
tative of one of the big bond-houses 
in America went in tosee Mr. Fleming 
with an issue of bonds. put out by one of our 
strongest railroads. From the verv first the bonds 
seemed to appeal to the Briton’s investment taste, 
and the salesman’s hopes ran high. ‘Suddenly,”’ 
he says, ‘‘Mr. Fleming asked me when the bonds 
were due. I replied in 2002. ‘Two THOUSAND 
AND Two!’ exclaimed Fleming. ‘Why, man alive, 
do you realize that that’s nearly a hundred years 
from now? You come in here and offer to sell 
me’ a hond—an obligation to pay money— that 
does n’t come due for vear/y a centuri? How do 
you and I know what may happen in that time? 
Do you think I’d consider lending any of mv 
own or my clients’ money in such a way as that? 
Here, take vour issue, and cmne back again 
some time when you've got something reasonable 
to offer.””’ Franklin. 





Gambling 
in Futures 


HABIT. 


pela hear vou have some new. babies 
at your hause, 
CaMPAIGN Manacer,—Yes. I gave it out to 
the newspapers that we claim seventeen, though 
confidentially it is only two. 
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SHOWING OFF. 


T is an exasperating tact that 
no warship can be launched 
cut of an American ship- 
yard until some young 
woman has been selected 

to crack a bottle of fizz 

over its snout. One 

would naturally think 

that the men who were 
able to lay its keel, 
build its steel hull, and 
drop the engines safely 
into its belly, would 
have the necessary 

Sagacity to give it a 

push off the stocks 

into the ocean without 
the aid of a blushing 
débutante or a, puling 
kid from some inland 
freshwater town. But 
no! Before a war- 
ship can take its 
plunge the important 
matter of breaking the 

bottle has to be submitted to the Governor of 
the State whose name the vessel carries; and 
in turn, presumably, to the governor’s wife, if 
he hath such; and then there follows a social 
hullabaloo and a shedding of jealous tears very 

ill to look upon. 

Beforethe battleship Zexas could be launched 
all this delicate matter of selecting a “sponsor” 
had to be gone into; and many a cup of bitter- 
ness was running over in the Lone Star State 
when Miss Claudia Lyon was chosen to do the 
job. Claudia is the daughter of a gentleman 
with a strong political pull down his way, and 
this is election year, and—deary me! how we 













-diabolic way, don’t we? 


PUCK 


cynics put two and two together in a most 
Claudia got her 
picture into the papers, of course—a good- 
looking little girl with hair hanging down 
her back. But she ought to have a nice 
dolly, and she ought not to bother at all, at 
her age, about champagne and battleships. 

As far as the launching of the Zexas was 
concerned, it could have been done just as 
well by a Swedish iron-worker in dirty over- 
alls; and as far as Claudia is concerned, it 
would have been far better so. Because 
when she gets back to Texas she will be 
known as the little girl whose father got her 
the chance to launch the Zexas, and if she 
hadn’t been So-and-so, so-and-so would n’t 
have happened, don’t you know, and So- 
and-so says (whisper) that So-and-so, etc., 
etc., and this is all very bad for a young 
woman of Claudia’s age. ‘The next time 
a battleship is shoved off, why not see if it 
can’t go without the sinful waste of a quart 
of good potable; or, if the heathen rite is 
absolutely necessary to the nation’s welfare, 
why make it a cold bottle of beer, and let 


George do it. Freeman Tilden. 


THE QUICKEST WAY. 


IRST FARMER.— How does your college 
daughter like life on the farm? 
Second FarMeR.—We got a bright idee, 
and we're chargin’ her just like a summer 
boarder. 


DEATH WITHOUT A STING. 


“ Dara, what becomes of the good little calves 
when they die?” 
“If they are very, very good, my son, they 
become chicken croquettes.” 





IN THE STILLY NIGHT. 


Mrs. Fipcir.— What’s that noise I hear down in the library? 
Mr. Fipcit.— Must be the history repeating itself. Go to sleep. 
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THE STAR. 


T ’m Strong for Legit —if | am IT 
With a great big capital I, 

If every line that scores is mine 
And the salary ’s good and high. 

Comedy gay or problem play, 
Farce or a tragedy, 

I’m for Art — with a fine fat part 
And the Center of Stage for ME! 


Shakespere’s goods or Al. H. Woods, 
They suit me just the same, 
Provided, I mean, I hog each scene 
And the billboards blaze my name. 
Musical stuff is well enough, 
I’ve no particular bee — 
Except to take all the calls they make 
While the spotlight shines on ME! 


Most plays I find are n’t well designed 
For Art of my special brand; 
Small parts detract from the stellar act 
And frequently get a hand. 
So Me for a bill of Vodyville 
With Art at its apogee, 
—A troupe of dogs and a child who clogs 
And a MONOLOGUE by ME! 
Berton Braley. 


Dd 


RESTRAINT. 
A HEN, having laid an egg, measured it care- 
fully before taking any steps further. 
It was less than eight inches in circumference 
one way, and less than six inches the other. 
“T sha’n’t cackle!” declared the hen. “It 
is high time that feminism were shown to be 
something more than mere emotionalism!” 


COMPLIMENT. 
é M's Passe just dotes on the landlord of 
the Vendéme Hotel.” 
“Why so?” 
“Why, when she went there they gave her 
Suite Sixteen.” 


( : HILDHOOD is always democratic. The snob 


is made, not born. 


Mr and many a noble thought has been embalmed in verse only to be interred 


in the waste-basket. 














His SPEAKING Eves. 


Aunt Caroline and the partner of her woes evidently found connubial bliss 
a misnomer, for the sounds of war were often heard down in the little cabin in 
the hollow. Finally, the pair were haled into court, and the dusky lady entered 
a charge of abusive language against her spouse. The judge, who had known 
them both all his life, endeavored to pour oil on the troubled waters. 

“‘What did he say to you, Caroline?” he asked. 

“Why, jedge, I jes’ caint tell yo’ all‘dat man do say to me.” 

“Does he ever use hard language?” 

“Does yo’ mean cussin’? Yassah, not wif his mouf, but he’s always givin’ 
me dem cussory glances.” —Lippincott’s. 


Tue old caretaker of an Episcopal church, as he sat on a tombstone in the 
churchyard, dismissed as trivial the question of his proper title. 

“The good old creed keeps the same for all,” he said, “though they may 
change the words they use. Look at me: here I used to be the janitor. Then 
we had a parson who called me the sextant. Dr. ‘Thirdly gave me the name 
of ‘virgin. And the young man we’ve got now says I’m the sacrilege.”— 
Washington Star. 









































Budweiser 
The World’s Favorite Bottled Beer 


What made it so?— 
QUALITY and PURITY 
173,184,600 Bottles sold in 1911. 








Bottled with crowns or corks only at the 
Home Plant in St. Louis 


Anheuser-Busch Brewery 
St. Louis, Mo. 





A Group of St. Louis men were dis- 
cussing a banker in that city who has 
the reputation of hard-bargaining close- 
fistedness, and who invariably gets his 
pound of flesh. 

“Oh, well,” said a man present who 





Keep Your Matches Dry 
sicke-plated waist Match Box 


which we will send, together with 
a copy of this month’s National 
Sportsman, on receipt of 25c. in 
stamps or coin. 


NATIONAL Soe. 


mering, “he isn’t so bad. I went in 
to see him the other day to get a loan 
of ten thousand dollars, and he treated 
me very courteously.” 

“Did he hand you the money?” 

“No, he did n’t hand it to me; but 
he hesitated before he refused!” — 
Boston, Mass. Saturday Evening Post. 





78 Federal St., 











had n’t taken part in the general ham- | - 














Remington 
Adding and Subtracting 
Typewriter 


(Wahl Adding Mechanism) 
“a4 Visible Adding 
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‘*So you are eighty to-day? Do you think incessant smoking has done you any harm?” 
‘*It’s too early to tell yet! ’’—London Opinion. 





A teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters with your Grape Fruit 
makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample of bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore. Md. 


CG ALLEN GFi 





IGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST#= 


COLLARS & CUFFS 


LINEN STYLE AND FIT without its bother and 


keep cleaner and wear longer than linen. 
Atdealers. Collars, ec; Cuffs,60c. Style Book Free. 
The Arlington Company Established 1883 126 Broadway, N. Y. 











HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 34 an«i 36 Bleecker Street 
BRANCH WankHousK: 2 Beekman Street: ¢ New Yous. 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 
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, Tue Artisric TEMPERAMENT. | 
Reginald De Koven told.at a musicale in Chicago a pretty story in praise | 


of modesty. 
“A group of tourists,” he said, “visited Beethoven’s house in Bonn. One 
of the tourists, a girl of twenty or so, sat down at Beethoven’s piano and played 


the ‘Moonlight Sonata’ none too well. Beethoven’s own work, in his own | 


room, on his own piano! 

“When the girl had finished she rose and said to the old caretaker: 

“*T suppose lots of famous musicians have been here and played on this 
instrument ?’ 

“*Well, miss,’ the caretaker answered gravely, ‘Paderewski was here last 
year and his friends urged him to play, but he shook his head, and said: ‘ No, 
I am not worthy.’”— Washington Star. 


WALKING ON WATER. 


Edward F. Marvin of the Sons of Temperance said, in a recent address in 
Briigeport: ‘It is easy to answer the opponents of temperance. At a mariners’ 
bethel, for example, 1 once heard an opponent very easily answered. The 
preacher was urging his sailor audience not to drink; he was pointing out to 
them the Divine admonitions against drinking, when a shellback rose unsteadily. 

“*Captain,’ said the shellback, ‘I don’t—hic—believe everything that’s 
printed in the Scriptures. Take that there—hic—walkin’ on the water. I don’t 
believe anybody can walk on the water. Can you—hic—do it yourself?’ 

“*My friend,’ replied the minister, ‘I can walk better on water than I can 
on rum,.’”— Detroit Free Press. 


Sue.—So you are sure that your new play will be a success? 
He.—Positive! Why, even the manager blushed when he read it.— Vew 
York Globe. 





























Since the decision rendered by the United States Supreme 
Court, it has been decided bythe Monks hereafter to bottle 


CHARTREUSE 


(Liqueur Peres Chartreux) 


both being identically the same article, under a combi- 
nation label representing the old and the new labels, and 
in the old style of bottle bearing the Monks’ familiar 
insignia, as shown in this advertisement. 

According to the decision of the U. S. Supreme 
Court, handed down by Mr. Justice Hughes on May 
29th, 1911, no one but the Carthusian Monks (Peres 
Chartreux) is entitled to use the word CHARTREUSE 
as the name or designation of a Liqueur, so their victory 
in the suit against the Cusenier Company, representing 
M. Henri Lecouturier, the Liquidator appointed by the 
French Courts, and his successors, the Compagnie 
Fermiere de la Grande Chartreuse, is complete. 

The Carthusian Monks (Péres Chartreux), and they 
alone, have the formula or recipe of the secret process 
employed in the manufacture of the genuine Chartreuse, 
and have never parted with it. There is no genuine 
Chartreuse save that made by them at Tarragona, Spain 





At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafes 
Batjer & Co., 48 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
Sole Agents for United States. 
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Who Wi be the next President 9 and when he got opposite the screen he gave one of those 
° fearful coughs which only a man who has been close to such 





“All rights secured” 


Lonc ENouGu. 
















“The tiger came toward me, bellowing and grunting, 


a beast can appreciate. It was eleven feet long.”—Zondon 
Standard. 


| WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE 
RY MURINE EYE REMED 


No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly. 
Try it for Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran- 


. po’ 
not a “Patent Medicine”—but used in successful 
| Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedi- 
cated to the public and sold by | ists at 2c 
| and 50c Per Bottle. Murine Hye Salvein Aseptic 
| Tubes, 2c and bic. Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago 


WANTED TO KNow. 
He.—My father weighed only four pounds at his birth. 
SHe.—Good gracious! And did he live?— Boston 
Transcript. 


—— But Don’t Go. 

CaRROLL.—Yes, I came down to the big game, so I 
just dropped in here for a “kiss and a cup of tea,” as 
they say. 

Cora.—Awful glad you did, but the tea isn’t quite 
ready yet.—Jack-O’ Lantern, 





A PROMISING WITNEss. DropPeD. | 
“Now, Pat,” said the prosecuting attorney, “ Did Alice’s birthday party come off?” 
“we need your testimony in this automobile case “Yes, and several of her birthdays.”— Boston of engraved mother-of-pearl! 


to secure a conviction. You say the defendant 7Zvranscrift. 
was going at a terrific rate of speed. Now, just 


tell us how fast do you mean by that?” PRESIDENTIAL Motto: 
“Sure,” said Pat, “he was goin’ so dommed fast White House is worth a thousand on the rail- | 







Krementz Gun Sach | : 


ee hel ae : S Stus_ and Vest Butons | 


I nivver even seen the kyar!”—Harper’s Weekly. way.—New York Evening Mail. 













with cuff links to match 
















2801 Locust St. S812 N. Broad St. London, Ere. 


For Liquor and Drug Users 


A scientific remedy that has cured - nearly 
half a million in the past thirty-two years. 
Administered by medical specialists at 
Keeley Saciiiaien only. Write for particulars 


To the Following Keeley Institutes: 


Hot Springs, Ark, Marion, tnd. Manchester, N. H. Pittsburg, Pa., 
Los Angeles, Cal. Crab Orehard, Ky. Raffalo, N. Y. 4246 Fifth Ave. 
San Franeiseo, Cal. Portland. Ne. White Plains. N. Y. Colombian Bet ©. 
West Haven, Conn. Lexington, Wass. Cotumbas, Ohio. > 
Salt Lake cny, Utah. 
Jacksonville, Fla. Kansas City, Mo. Portland, Ore. Toronto, Ontario. 
Atlanta, Ga. St. Louls, Mo., Philadelphia, Pa., Winnipeg, Nan. 






} other a a some set with | 
precious stones. 

| «They go in like a needle |” 

4 and hold like an anchor with- 
out marring the shirt front. 


Booklet on request 
showing many designs. 


KREMENTZ & CO. 


61 Chestnut St., Newark, N. J. 
Makers of the Famous Kremertz Collar Button 
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WHERE DOES WOMAN GET OFF? 























I guess not! 























Cleaning 


We’ll put things in good shape. 


up a city is man’s work! 


THE MaNn.— Now don't bother about your vote. 


Cleaning house is woman’s work! 


Stay. home and help? 


THE MAN. — What? 








the 
giv 


eey 





“ Ti 
a 


roof,”’- 














Bap One.—I would give anything 
for your splendid head of hair. 
WooL_y OnE.—Would you, really ? 
BaLp One.—Yes, I would like to 
go ‘to) the” barber-shop just once anc 
feel that I am geting my money's 
worth.—Mew Orleans Picayune. 


[HE CHAMPAGNE 
OF BOTTLEL — " Betta.—He said he would kiss me | 


or die in the. attempt. 
By M aM : DELLA.—Well? shi 

ILLER AT IVEILWAUKEE Be_tLta.—He has no life insurance, 
and I pitied his poor old mother.— 
Philadelphia Telegraph. 











HIGH LIFE 


































> | HARRIGAN’S PARROT SToryY. 
The late Ned Harrigan, of Harri- | 
gan and Hart fame, was a great story- | 
teller, and liked nothing better than to 
gather a congenial lot about him in 
some rathskeller and entertain them. 
His parrot story is one of his best. 
“An Irishman by the name of. Burke 
iran a bird and gold-fish store.in the 
‘GRANDFATHER | | Bowery, and was noted’ for his wit 
USED and the funny, things he taught his 
STILL THE BEST. parrots to say. One day a man came 


— | 
» he 


hiclets 
The Dainty Wfint Covered 
| Candy Coated 
Chewing Gum 

























The singer’s tones 
are more dulcet, the 








in who stuttered very badly, and says) 4 ! \ . ° . 
Note style to Burke: ‘I w-w-want t-to-o b-buy PREVENTED - STOPPED speaker $s voice more 
. a p-p7p-ar-rot!’ OTHERSILL’S. after thorough tests, is now ; 
Sf bottling “6e All roight sir.’ says Burke, ‘I hev officially adopted by practically all the Great | clear, when Chiclets 
we : Pee Phe 7 , i Lakes and New,York Steamship Companies | 
|a’foine bi-r-d here for twinty dollars. running south and many Transatlantic lines. are used to ease and 


Three years ago Mr. Mothersill gave a personal | 





isi “*C-a-an he t-t-a-alk?’ asked the demonstration-of..his..remedy on the - Knglis 
+ . of. J glish 
be 1s bao | man Channel," Irish Sea and _ Baltic, and reteived refresh the mouth and 
1 aoe . unqualified’ endorsement, from leading papers a 
yarean ce “¢Well, be gorry,’ says Burke, ‘if he! and such people as Bishop Taylor Smith, \Lord throat. T he refine- 


Northcliff, and hosts of doctors, bankers and 


me Onginal could n’t talk better than ye can I'd 





1aen OFA BAG HT WHS rofessional men, Letters’ from personages of : 2 
F “ar Package. cut his dommed head off.’”—Sz. Zouis [eternational renown—people we all know—to- ment of chewing gum 
 ——— , Globe D, t c gether with much other interesting and valuable f 1 f fi 
° obe emocral, information are contained in an attractive booklet 
which will bevsent free upon receipt of your or peop e o rerine- 


name and address. 


“Ic ’ ] 1 family.” Mothersill's is guaranteed not to contain co- o ment. It’s the pepper- D 
CALL ‘em the cut ery aml y- caine, mofphine, opium, chloral, or any coal-tar 


‘Why so?” roducts. 5c box is sufficient for twenty-four . M4 
Why = | hotirs. “$1.00 box for a Transatlantic voyage. mint the true mint. 
“VW ell, the daughter spoons, the | Your druggist keeps Mothersill’s or will obtain 






























the steady drinkers in your place, 


. ot: +i . i it for you from his wholesaler. If vou haye any . 
give them the old standby father forks out the money, and the! troubie’getting the genuine, send direct to the Look for the Bird Cards in the 
nites sts.” MOTHERSILI, REMEDY CO., 365 Scherer Bldg., 
eer. Ww. HARPER” |mother knifes- the other guests. Detholt Mich, ‘Alamet 19M. Bide Stree? Lead, packages. You can secure a 


Courier-Journal. Montreal, New York, Paris, Milan, Hamburg. béautiful Bird Album free. 








For!Sale at all the Better Sort of Stores 


BERNHEIM DISTILLING Co. 
Lovisviite Ky. { | 
: THE LANSBACHER AUTO CLUB. Scothe Ounce and in 5c., 


~ | ‘ ‘ 10c. and 25c. Packets 


























\ SEN-SEN CHICLET 
os COMPANY 
Par keepers Friend Metropolitan Tower 
* New York 
al Polish . 
: INFALLIBLE 
WORKS QUICK F 
NOT * 





WE GIVE EVERY 
BOY OR 
GIRL 












Goinc Up. 


“The packers buy beef on the hoof.” 
“And the rest of us buy beef on the} 
roof.”"— Zhe Sun. 
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ime and legs effort 
You unconsciously a 

| driving or touring tn t Me CYCLE eRe 
| The CYCLEMOBILE is a qewly perfected machine 

“not on the market for sale on #coount of our large 

exclusive contract with the inventors. Jk is built 

, like a real Motor Car with two speeds, forward and 
THE OFFICIAL. HANDICAPPER.—FiJiegende Blatter. and Hood-tre Pressed Stel aad pe meee wee Body 
z and Hood@“tre Pressed Steel and second growth ash 
supported on a Chassis frame of Rolled Steet angle 

ironf capable of carrying the weight of five full 


you think. 





r 
BUNNER’S 
Short Stories. | 
SHORT SIXES. 





" : : : grown men. The Axles l 
| Every lover‘of ‘a good cocktail should insist that are also of Steel and Wheels 
I HE RUNAWAY BROW NS. | , P Ab\Wott's’ Bitters be used in making it; insures your sepier Tired. The front wheels pivot on regulation 
* getting the very best. or ae steoring knuckles, eliminating al! dan- 
MADE IN FRANCE. CU. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. ~ upsetting on curves. We simply can not give 
‘ you one hundredth part of the real Specificaijons 
 F eid Pit in this*lMmited space, but send in the coupon 

MORE SHORT SIXES. ence and we will TELL IT ALL. 





THE SUBURBAN SAGE. | A~ LIBERAL SENTENCE. . — MOTOR CAR PUB. CO., 
| eee ee , |. || METOR.CAR. ITY, MO. 
Five Volumes, in Cloth, $5.00 A West Virginia judge arraigned a shanty’ boater, for stealing a horse, | Dear Sirs: " ee 


or separately 


i : uk 
Kindly mail me full details 
Per Volume, in Cloth, $1.00 


and Specifications of your 
CYCLEMOBILE ri 
and oblige, —— 


denounced him as a, persistent lawbreaker, and then sentenced him to ten years | 


F in Ste ison. ' 
For sale by all Booksellers, or from the at hard labor in State peeon | 


























Publishers on receipt of price. “ Have you anything. to say?” he asked when he was through. Sincerely yours 
Address PUCK, New York. “No,” said the,sentenced man,: “except that’ it strikes me that you are Name ....... swleigiecdeeactes " 
Neti ait | pretty durned liberal with other people’s time!” — Saturday Evening Post. BEM 6535 ch0igssoees ooee 
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